INTRODUCTION
Utuy Tatang Sontani, playwright and short story writer, was born in Cianjur, West Java, May 13, 1920. His formal schooling appears to have been slight, al though he left Cianjur in 1938 to attend a Taman Siswa school in Bandung. When he left this school, he served as a clerk in the office o f the Bandung residency un til the arrival of the Japanese in 1942. During the Occupation he was employed in the cultural section of the Priangan branch o f Putera (Pusat Tenaga Rakjat), and it was then that he translated into Indonesian his historical novel, Tambera, which he had written and published originally in Sundanese. Laid on Banda, the Moluc cas , at the end o f the sixteenth and the beginning o f the seventeenth centuries, Tambera is generally considered one o f the finer historical novels in modern Indo nesian literature. At this time, too, Sontani wrote part o f his allegorical play Suling, also his first.
In the early stage of the Revolution he was editor o f the short-lived periodical Berontak, published in Magelang, and later served as chief editor for news in Sun danese for the Republican Army in Bandung until the first Dutch Military Action in 1947.
Sontani moved to Jakarta in 1948, and in that year his plays Suling and Bunga Rumah Makan were published by Balai Pustaka. At the time he was working for this publishing house and at a later point was employed in the Sundanese section of the Indonesian Ministry of Education and Culture. In 1951 Balai Pustaka also brought out his collection of short stories, Orang-Orang S ial, and his play-novelette titled Awal dan M ira, for which Badan Musjawarat Kebudajaan Nasional awarded him first prize in 1952. This same body gave Sontani second prize in 1956 for his play Sa'at Jang Gen ting.
1954 saw the publication of Sontani's version of the Sundanese myth Sangkuriang in Indonesian and Sundanese. Three years later, in 1957, he was invited to the People's Republic of China and the following year to Tashkent to attend the First Conference of Afro-Asian Writers. His play Si Kabajan appeared in 1959 and two novelettes, Si Sapar and Si Kampeng in 1961, all issued by LEKRA (Lembaga Kebudajaan Rakjat--a cultural association increasingly affiliated with the PKI)--or associated publishers. The title of the first work was taken from folk tradition and adapted to a modern situation.
Beginning in 1961 Sontani served as an assistant to H. B. Jassin at Lembaga Bahasa dan Kesusasteraan in Jakarta.
According to some historians o f Indonesian literature, from 1959 Sontani became more closely associated with LEKRA as a member o f its Central Committee, and short ly before the September 30, 1965 coup, he departed Indonesia for the People's Re public o f China for medical treatment. At some point after his visit to China he went to Moscow and there taught (Bahasa Indonesia?) at the Institute of Oriental Languages. He never returned to his homeland and a news item in Kompas (Sept. 19, 1979) reported that he died in Moscow of a heart attack on September 17, 1979.
It has been said that Sontani received little, if any, Western education and cer tainly his Sundanese background is almost always in evidence in some fashion, be it his use o f Sundanese words and expressions in his writings, the employment o f Sundanese mythology and folk traditions, or composing in the Sundanese language. Although there has been some doubt about his knowledge of Western languages, the Italian Indonesianist, Luigi Santa Maria, states that "Sontani is well acquainted with Dutch and English."* My sole contact with Sontani occurred at the annual meeting o f the Sundanese Writers' Association in Bandung, Christmas Day, 1959 and I thus never learned to know him, except through his works.
He possessed a biting, sarcastic wit, and a sardonic view of Indonesian society is pervasive in his writings. The "little man," the misfit, the social outcast, receive his sympathetic understanding, but Sontani seems to despair o f any future for them in his country. Such an attitude grows steadily in his later publications. Sontani's advocacy of individualism, freedom o f the individual, is a basic theme throughout his works and this to such an extent that it makes it difficult to associate him, philosophically, with a Marxist-Leninist approach.
Utuy Tatang Sontani is Indonesia's most prolific playwright, having published fifteen plays between 1948 and 1964, and Pramoedya Ananta Toer has declared him to be Indonesia's premier dramatist. Oh, nothing.
Tell me, Ruk, tell me! I'd like to ask whether your mind as well as your heart tells you to give yourself body and soul to that man. In my opinion, love is true love only when the mind has a say in it, too. Of course, this is merely my opinion, A n, the opinion o f a woman who doesn't want to be looked down on by men who mostly look at life rationally. If I face a man with nothing but feelings, it's a sign o f disaster for me as a woman.
Then, the way you see it, men are . . .
Enemies and yet friends! I haven't reached that point yet, Ruk.
Don't, otherwise you'll be like me, still having trouble getting engaged . . . yes, I envy you now. Really, I do envy you, An, and I'm afraid that from now on you won't be my friend anymore. You're not only a bum, but crazy as well. Who do you think is in charge here, you or I?
Ha! Just because you're a waitress you want to claim to be in charge here. But you're not. You're shackled here, enslaved. Bah. Man is free, she says, but it's just words. She doesn't realize that her own beauty enslaves her, commanding her to be here as a cheat.
Scene 13
(enters) What's going on, An? Sounds like a row.
This man is mad, Mas. He came here to insult and ridicule me.
Tell him to get out.
I have, but he won't go.
(to Iskandar) I urgently request that you leave this place.
What are you interfering for?
This is my place.
But I have no business with you. My business is with her.
If you've business with her, it means you've business with me, since I'm her protector.
That fits! What?
It fits that you're her protector since your face is an eyesore.
(getting angry) You're obviously here looking for a quarrel, aren't you? In that case, in the name of public order in this restaurant, I'm kicking you out. Leave this very moment. If you don't, I'll call the police.
Call the police, so it will be still clearer that the people here are in chains and dependent upon others. Karnaen: He insulted that girl, (pointing to Ani) I don't know how he insulted her, but when I came in they were quarreling. As someone who be longs here, I ordered him to leave the premises immediately. But he was obstinate, so I was forced to call the police.
Policeman: (to Ani) How did this man insult you?
Ani: To tell the truth, the man has often come here, but not always to buy something. So a while ago he came in just to sit on the arm of a chair. When I scolded him for that, he started to criticize my work just as though he were in his own home talking to a servant, saying things no one should say. Besides, I don't even know him that well.
Policeman: What did he say to you?
Ani: He said I sell my charm here, that I cheat people. Besides, he spoke in an angry tone.
Policeman: You didn't react at all to him, Miss?
Ani: I told him to go but he wouldn't.
Policeman: Didn't you think he might be a lunatic? Karnaen: It's possible that he's a bit cracked since his clothes are a mess, his hair is uncombed, and he has a sullen look.
Policeman: Isn't he the one who wears black trousers and a white shirt that's dirty at the back?
Karnaen:
Yes, that's him.
Policeman: Tall and thin?
Karnaen: Yes.
Policeman: The bum! But we can find him easily enough.
Scene 16
Sudarma: (enters accompanied by Usman) Good Lord, what's going on?
Karnaen: A bum was just making trouble here.
Sudarma: Well?
Karnaen: This policeman is going to take care o f the matter.
Sudarma:
Where's the man now? How dare he make a disturbance in my restau rant? What did he do here?
Karnaen: He insulted Ani, punched me, and then ran away. So (to the police man) you'll look for him, won't you? Because I'm not satisfied.
Policeman: If it's the man I described just now, I'm sure I'll be able to find him. We police know where he often hangs out.
Karnaen: There's no mistake, I'm sure he's the one. Ani:
Once you have a husband, you know other men won't bother you.
( counting money at the desk) But if she gets married it means she'll leave her job here. I won't permit that.
What's wrong with her continuing to work here after she's married? In fa ct, her marriage will bring some sanctity to the restaurant because men won't come here any more just to flirt with Ani. Isn't that true, Ani?
That's true, Paman.
Well, then, get married! Don't go far to look for a man. Marry Karnaen.
No, Paman. She already has the young man of her dreams.
Really? Who?
Suherman, an army captain.
And I thought she was going to marry you.
Just because you're a kyai, you go around everywhere urging marriage on people who're still single. It's as though you're the one who'll pay for the upkeep of each couple's household.
I speak in the name o f the protection of well-being.
Wait a moment, don't discuss marriage. Marriage is an easy matter provided the man has money. One just goes ahead with it. (to Ani) But, An, did anyone call me?
Yes, there was a call.
Who was it?
I forgot to ask.
What do you mean, forgot? Didn't I give you explicit instructions that if anyone phoned you were to note it down and ask what the call was about? If you don't do it, I'm paying you here for nothing.
(silent)
That means passing up profits. Because the person who called surely did so to do business.
Just now I . . . I was all confused.
Confused! Only those who are mentally ill are confused.
I always say, a confused mind is a typical disease o f people who aren't yet married.
(bows her face and wipes her eyes) I seem to have picked a bad time to come. Even more so because for the first time in my life I now hear people trying to interfere with my love. I came here hoping to find some, but it turns out that I'm being welcomed with an attempt to dictate to me, indeed, it seems, to order me to get married. I reject the platitude that love is the flower of marriage. I further challenge your patronizing opinion of me, putting me on the level of a little child who has to swallow everything fed to him.
Oh, we aren't patronizing you at all.
Isn't someone telling me to get married patronizing me? Doesn't he think I'm a stupid fool who doesn't know the meaning o f love for a woman? No, I strongly dislike your platitude. In fact, I feel highly insulted.
I have no intention of ordering anyone to get married.
Have you finished? Do you think I love a woman just to get married? Iskandar: I was leaving here when for some reason he grabbed my shoulder.
Karnaen: I grabbed him because he was trying to run o ff without paying for his accusation--he sneered at me for phoning the police. He said my heart was filthier than a sewer.
Policeman: (to Iskandar) Did you really say that?
Iskandar: Yes, because I was disgusted. After he butted in on something be tween the girl and me, why did he have to bring the police in too?
Karnaen: But I phoned the police only when he refused to leave when I warned him that if he didn't go I'd ask for help from the police. I phoned the police because I didn't want to pick a quarrel, even though he more or less challenged me to a fight by ridiculing me, saying it made him sick to look at my face.
Yes.
Why?
I was disgusted at him for interfering in my relations with that girl.
Well, what kind o f relationship is there between you and her?
That's my business, and no one else has the right to interfere.
I interfered because the girl said she was insulted. I certainly wouldn't have interfered if I hadn't heard her say she'd been insulted. Besides, it was my right to interfere because I belong here and I'm responsible for order in this restaurant. It was my job to throw him out because he was disturbing the peace.
Disturbing the peace? Hah! If a man laughs and flirts with her here, wouldn't you call that disturbing the peace?
Just a moment. What sort of business did you have with that girl? Do you love her? Do I love her? I wouldn't love a cheat.
What do you mean, a cheat?
She entices men here to make this restaurant do well by selling her charm.
That's all very well for you to say. She's regularly employed and she's well taken care o f, salaried. She's not like you, without position, loaf ing about here and there. You're the one who should really be under suspicion as a swindler, (to the police) There's no point in asking any more questions. The fact that he's a bum is enough reason to put him under arrest.
As a policeman, I need more details before I can hold him. But for some time now the police department has been aware that he's a vagrant.
(to Iskandar) Why won't you work?
Why should I work if working means fooling and cheating other people like this girl?
To me that's an indication that you're just lazy.
Let other people think what they want. Everyone is free to regard others according to his own opinion.
But don't forget that my opinion is the opinion of the police, who have the duty of keeping watch over society. We're keeping an eye on your laziness too.
Thank you for your attention.
But why are you lazy and refuse to work?
( after a long pause) Because I am alone in the world.
Don't try to make fun of the police. You shouldn't give me an answer like that.
As far as I know, the police are supposed to use their intelligence in their work. My answer needs thinking over.
